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DULCE’S BEDTIME LIGHT 


HAVE you ever been afraid to go to bed in the dark, when 
eight o’clock came, and mother looked at you, the very littlest 
one of the children, and said: “‘Off to bed, dearie, to get your 
beauty sleep?’’ How large your eyes grew, and how pleading 
they were, as you gazed back at mother, wishing, wishing so 
very hard, that she would let you stay up just a bit longer! 
But mother glanced away from you, and you knew that there 
was nothing else to do but climb the long stair steps and go 
into that dark, dark room upstairs and get into the lonesome 
bed where you always slept. You dragged yourself out of the 
cheery sitting room very slowly, and set your foot on the winding 
stair. How the stairs creaked! Each step said in a dismal, 
dismal voice: ‘‘It’s dark up there! It’s dark up there! Some- 
thing will get y——!’’ And then you almost ran back. But 
you knew the other children would laugh at you and call you, 
‘Fraid cat, fraid cat!’’ So you held to the railing and went 
as fast as you could, your heart just pounding and pounding 
all the time. You shot through the door up there, like a cannon 
ball, and never drew your breath until you were safe in bed, 
with your head under cover! And then, when nothing reached 
over in the bed and got you, you were sort of ashamed of 
yourself and pulled the cover from your face. Next morning 
you never told a soul how scared you were the night before. 

If you have felt all this, why, you know just how little Dulce, 
who lived in one of our schools for girls, down in Brazil, felt 
every night, when eight o’clock came and she had to leave the 
girls down stairs and go off upstairs by herself to bed. She 
was such a little thing, so much younger than the rest of the 
girls. And O, it was so dark, so dark upstairs in that big room, 
where the rows of white, lonesome-looking beds were! Each 
night, at this hour, Dulce’s pretty bobbed hair sort of fluffed 
out with excitement, her two sweet blue eyes grew very dreamy 
and solemn, and her two soft cheeks very like two red, red 
roses. But she never said a word. Slowly she dragged her 
small self through the downstairs doorway, climbed the dark 
steps, and went to bed. 

Dulce had been in this school several years. She had en- 
tered when she was only six. Her father had just died with a 
sickness called the grippe, and her mother was left very poor, 
so that Dulce hardly had clothes to her back. The other girls 
in the school, who soon learned to love her, took a part of their 
own money, put it in one big lump sum, and bought her some 


dresses, or else gave her something they already had. By and 
by Dulce was looking as clean and neat and pretty as anybody, 
with her nicely bobbed hair and butterfly bow on the top of it. 

Dulce liked to sing. Sometimes when her hair was combed 
the prettiest and her butterfly bow seemed its brightest, her 
sweet, baby voice would be heard singing a song she had learned 
in the school, “Little Boat, Sail Away.’’ It went something 
about a little boat sailing away, sailing away on a summer sea, 
while the little breezes played about it. In the boat was a baby 
going to sleepy land. When the girls heard this song, they loved 
Dulce harder than ever for her sweet ways, and one of the 
teachers claimed her for her baby. 

Soon Dulce learned about Jesus, and how he had loved little 
girls like her and held them in his arms. Her baby heart went 
out to him with a beautiful love. She had never known of him 
before she came to this school. Somehow she understood that 
wherever Jesus was she was safe, and she believed that he was 
everywhere. 

And so she had an answer ready for her friends one night, 
when bedtime came. Just as she was getting quiet, thinking 
about the terrible darkness upstairs, they said to her, as though 
they were reading her thoughts: ‘‘ Dulce, aren’t you afraid to 
go away upstairs by yourself, and go to bed in the dark?”’ 

How Dulce would have liked to say, ‘‘No, indeed!’’ but she 
had to stick to the truth. So she thought a minute and an- 
swered: “‘ Yes, I am very much afraid.’’ Then she smiled brave- 
ly and continued: ‘But now I know how to do to keep from 
being afraid.” 

‘How is that?” asked the girls. 

‘“When I get my scaredest,”’ softly said Dulce, “I think of 
Jesus being up there with me, and then I am not scared any 
more.’ 

The girls who listened said nothing. Dulce had put them to 
shame with her beautiful love of Jesus, and her belief in him. 
So often they ran off to their beds without feeling him there at 
all! ‘‘Little Dulce is the youngest of any of us,”’ they thought, 
‘and yet she loves Jesus the best! She is the bravest of us all!”’ 

And as Dulce went off to bed, they went to their studies say- 
ing that they wished they were more like Dulce. 
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